loo                             LOTHAIR.

The Professor was much surprised when he saw Lothair
enter the saloon at the hotel. He was the last person
in Oxford whom he expected to encounter. Like seden-
tary men of extreme opinions, he was a social parasite,
and instead of indulging in his usual invectives against
peers and princes, finding himself unexpectedly about to
dine with one of that class, he was content only to dazzle
and amuse him.

Mrs. Canipian only entered the room when dinner was
announced. She greeted Lothair with calmness but amen-
ity, and took his offered arm.

* You have not suffered, I hope ? ' said Lothair.
4 Very little, and through your kindness.'

It was a peculiar voice, low and musical, too subdued to
call thrilling, but a penetrating voice, so that however
ordinary the observation it attracted and impressed atten-
tion. But it was in harmony with all her appearance and
manner. Lothair thought he had never seen anyone or
anything so serene; the serenity, however, not of humble-
ness, nor of merely conscious innocence ; it was not devoid
of a degree of majesty; what one pictures of Olympian
repose. And the countenance was Olympian: a Phidian
face, with large grey eyes and dark lashes; wonderful
hair, abounding without art, and gathered together by
Grecian fillets.

The talk was of Oxford, and was at first chiefly main-
tained by the Colonel and the Professor.

1 And do you share Colonel Campian's feeling about Old
England ? ' enquired Lothair of his hostess.

* The present interests me more than the past,' said the
lady, c and the future more than the present/

' The present seems to me as unintelligible as the future,'
said Lothair.

<I think it is intelligible/ said the kdy, with a faint
smile. ' It has many faults, but aota I think the want of
clearness.'